As for the Duke of Yorke,this lace Complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit : 
So brie by one wee'le weed them all at laft, 
And you your fclfc (hall ftcere the happy Hclme, Exit. 

Somd a Sennet. 

Enter the King,Duke lUmfrey, Cardinally tickings 
ham % Tork^,Sali6buyj,tVarwic\c 9 
mdthsDucheffe. 

King. For my part,Noble Lords ,1 care not which, 
Or Somerfet ^ox Torke, z\V$ one to me. 

Torke. It Torke haue ill demean'd himfelfe in France, 
Then let him be denay'd the Regcnt-fhip. 

Som, If Somerfet bt vnworthy of the Place, 
Let7br^beRegent,I will yeeld to him. 

Warw. Whether your Grace be worthy,yea or no, 
Difpucenot that,2V£f is the worthy er* 

Card. Ambitious Wernicke, let thy betters fpeake* 
Warn. The Cardinally not my better in the field. 
Bhc^ AH in this prefence are thy beztexsjWarwicke. 
Warn. Warwicke may liue to be the beft of alL 
5*fe£.Pcace Sonne,and (hew fome reafon Buckingham 
Why Somerfet fhould be preferr'd in rhis ? 

J2*?*»*.Becaufe the King forfooth will hauc it fo, 
Humf. Madame, the King is old enough himfelfe 
To giue his Cenfure : Thefe are no Womcns matters. 

Qnccne. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of his Excellence ? 

Humf. Madame,I am Proteftar of the Rcalmc, 
And at his pleafurc will refigne my Place* 

Stiff. Rcfigne it then,and leaue thine infolence. 
Since thou were King; as who is King,but thou ? 
The Common-wcakh hath dayly run to wrack, 
The Dolphin hath preuayl'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Pccrc's and Nobles of the Realme 
Haue been- as Bohd-Jfcen to thy Soueraigntie. 

CW,The Commons haft thou rackt, the Clergies Bags 
Arelanke and leane with thy Extortions. 

Som.Thy fumptuous Buiidings,and thy Wiues Atryre 
Haue coft a feiifie of publiquc Trcafuric. 

Tuck* Thy Crueitie inf execution 
Vpon Oifcndors,hath exceeded Law, 
And left thee to the mercy of the Law, 

jSufcne. T'iy iaie of Offices and Townes in France, 
If they were knowne, as the fufpeft is great, 
Wonld make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 

Exit Humfrey. 

Giue me my 'Fanne: what,Mynion,can ye not ? 

Shegittes the Duchcffe a box on the core. 
I cry you mercy,Madame: was it you ? 

Duch. Was t I ? yea,| it was,prowd French-woman : 
Could I come necrc your Beautie with my Nayles, 
I could fee my ten Commandements in your face. 
King* Sweet Aunt be quiet, 'twas againft her will. 
*I>uch. Agsfinff her will,good King? looke to't in time, 
Shee'lc hamper thee,an^hndle thee like a Baby : 
Though in thfc place moft Mafter weare no Breeches, 
She fhall not ftiike Dame Elianor vnreueng'd. 

Exit hlianor* 
Buck* Lord Cardinal!,! will follow Slianor h 
And liften after Hu?^frey Jiow he proceedes : 
) Shea's tickled noWjher Fume needs no fpurrcs, 
1 Shee'ic gallop fartc enough to her definition, 
i . £ xtt Buckingham* 


TbeJecondTarto^ 


Enter Humfrey. 

™F?f- n N ° W Lords ' m y Cho »w being o U er ki 
With walking once about the C^adranole Wne j 
I come totalkeof Common-wealth AthyL 


£ fpightfull falfe Obieaionir^^ 
,and I lye open to the Law; 


As fojfllfljr \ 
ProiJ^^^ 

But ^BpFmcrcic fo dealc with my Soufc 
As I indutic loue my King arid Countrey.* 
But to the matter that we haue in hand : 
I fay>my Soucraigne,7Ws is meetcft man 
To be your Regent in the Realme of France 

Sttf. Beforewemakeeleajon.giuc^e!- 
To fhew iome reafon,of no little force 
That Torkf is moft vnmcet of any man/ 
£ Torke He tell thec,£^%why I am vnmcet 
Firitjfor I cannot flatter thee in Pride : 
Next,if I be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord of Somerfet will keepe me here 
Without Difchargc,Mcney,or Furniture ~ 
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands- 
Laft time I danc't attendance on his will 
Till Paris was befieg'd^faroifh^and loft' 

mtrw. That can I witneffe, and a fouler faft 
Did neuer Traytor in the Land commit, 

Suff. Peace hcad-ftrong Warwicke. 

IVarw. Image of Pride, why (hould 1 hold my p C3cci 

Enter Armorer and his Man* 

Suf. Becoufe here i 5 a man accufed of Treafon 
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excufe himfelfe. 1 
Torke. Doth any one accufe Torke for a Traytor> 
King. What mean'ft thou, Suffolk ? tell me,whVt are 
thefe f 

Suff. Pleafe it your Maieftie, this is die man 
That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon; 
His words were thefe : That BJchard, Duke of Yoikc 
Was rightfall Beire vnto the Englifn Crowne, 
And that your Maieftie was an Vfiirpcr. 
King. Say man,werc thefe thy words ? 
Armorer. hx^t fhairpleafc your MaiefticJ neuer fayd 
nor thought any fuch matter : God is my vvkneffe, I am 
falfeiy accus'd by the Villaine. 

Peter. By thefe tenne bones.my Lords^ee did fpeake 
them to me in the Garret one Night, as wee were fcow- 
r in g ray Lord of Yorkes Armor. 

Torke. Bafe Dunghill Villaine ; and Mechanicall, 
He haue thy Head for this thy Tray tors fpeech; 
I doe befecch your Royall Maieftie, 
Let him haue all the rigor of the Law* 

Armorer. Alas, my Lord, hang me if euer I fpake the 
words : my accufer is my Prentice, and when I did cor- 
reft him for his fault the other day, he did vow vpon bis 
knees he would be euen with me ; I haue good witneffe 
of this 5 therefore J befeech your Maieftie, doe not caft 
away an honeft man for a Villaines accufaiion. 
King. Vnckle,what fhall we fay to this in law ? 
Humf. This doome,my Lord,if I may iudge: 
Let Somerfet be Regent o're the French, 
Becaufe in Torke this breedes fufpition ; 
And let thefe haue a day appointed them 
For fingle Combat,in conuenient place, 
For he hath witneffe of his feruants malice s 
This is the Law 3 and this Duke Humfrejes doome. 

Sons* I 
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j^^h^kc yourRop^aicftie. 


S^Mli^^ Combat willingly 
tZ Aias,my Lord, I cannot fight ; for Gods fake 
2 «fe 'the fpight of man preuayleth againft me. 

c ut * blow : O Lord my heart. 

fi W Sirrha,oryoumuftfi g ht,orelfebehang'd. 

t ni Away with them to Prifon : and the day of 
rmbat fhall bethe laftof the next moneth. Come 
cl^vvee'le fee thee lent away. 
S**rj«> m*urt(b. Exeunt. 

Snter the Witch, the two Priefts, and ^Hllingbrooke. 

ffamc. Come my Mafters,the Ducheffe I tell you ex- 
nC A s performance of y our promifes. 
WK' Mafter H«w,we are therefore promded: will 
her Ladyfhip behold and hcare our EKorcifmes? 

Htm. h wliac cl ^ e ? ^ care y° u not hcr coura § r * 
TinHing* I haue heard her reported to be a Woman of 
an inuincible fpitit : but it ftiall be conuenient, Mafter 
ff^that you be by her aloft, while wee be bufie be- 
low and lo 1 pray you goe in Gods Name,and leaue vs. 

Exit Hume. 

Mother lordan , be you proftrate, and grouell on the 
Earth; Iohn Southwell rcade you^and let vs to our worke. 


Enter Slianor aloft. 


To 


Elisor. Well faid my Mafters, and welcome all 
thisgeere,the fooner the better. 

M/*Padence,good Lady,Wiz.ards know their times: 
Dccpc Night,darke Night,the filenc of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was fet on fire, 
The time when Scrcech-owles cry,and Bandogs howle, 
And Spirits walke,and Ghofts brcake vp their Graues; 
That time beft fits the worke we hauc in hand. 
Madame/it you,and feare not: whom wee rayfe, 
Wee will make faft within a haliow'd Verge. 

Here doe the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, 
Bulltngbrooke or Southwell reades, Coniuro 
te,&c. It Thunders and Lightens 
terribly : then the Spirit 
rifeth. 

Spirit. Ad fum. 

Witch. Afmath, by the eternal! God, 
Whofe name and power thou trembleft at, 
Anfwcre that I {hall aske : for till thou fpeake, 
Thouflialtnot paffe from hence. 

Sprit, Aske what thou wilt ; that I had fayd, and 
done. 

Bating. Firft of the King -. What (hall of him be-^ 
come? 

Spirit. The Duke yet liues,that Henry fhall depofc : 
■But himout-liue,and dye a violent death. 
TuBing. What fates await the Duke of SufFolke? 
Spirit. By Water (hall he dye,and take his end. 
Tinting. What (hall befall the Duke of Somerfet ? 
Spirit. LethimfhunCaftles, 
Safer (hail he be vpon the fandie Plaincs, ! 
Then where Caftles mounted ftand. 
Haue done/or more I hardly can endure. 

BuBing. Difcend to Darkneffe.and the burning Lake : 
ralfc Fiend auoide. 

Thunder and Lightning. Exit Spirit* 


Enter the Df*kf *f Torke and the Duke of "Buckingham 
mth their Guarded brcake in. 

Torke. Lay hands vpon thefe Traytors,and their trafli : 
Beldam I thinke we watcht you at an ynch # 
What Madame,are you there?the King & Commonweale 
Are decpely indebted for this pecce of paines ; 
My Lord Protc&or will,I doubt it not, 
Sec you well gucrdon'd for thefe good defcrts. 

Eltanor. Not halfe fo bad as thine to EnglandsKing, 
Iniurious Duke,that threateft where*s no caufc. 

Buck. True MadamCjtione at all: what call you this? 
Away with them, let them be clapt vp clofe, 
And kept afunder ; you Madame (ball with vs. 
Stafford take her to thee* 

Wee'le fee your Trinkets here all forth-comming # 
All away. Exit. 
Torke.l.ot& Buckingham^ thinks you watcht her well: 
A pretty Plot, well chofen to build vpon* 
Now pr ay my Lord,let's fee the Dcuils W rit. 
What haue we here ? Reades. 
The Duke yet lfues 9 that Henry fbaHdepofe : 
But him out -Hue \ and dye a violent death. 
Why this is \u{\,tAio v£acida Romanos vincerepoffo* 
Well,to the reft : 

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suftolke ? 

By Water [hall he dye, and take his end. 

What fhall betide the Duke of Somerfet ? 

Let him fhmnc Ca files. 

Safer /hall he be vpon the fandie Plaines^ 

Then where Caftles momted ftand. 

Come, come, my Lords, 

Thefe Oracles are hardly attain'd, 

And hardly vnderftood. 

The King is now in progreffe towards Saint Albones 9 

With him,the Husband of this louely Lady : 

Thither goes thefe Newes, 

As faft as Horfe can carry them : 

A forry Breakfaft for my Lord Protecior. 

HuckYoux Grace fhal giue me leaue, my Lord of York, 
To be the Poftc,in hope of his reward. 

Torke. At your plcafure,my good Lord, 
Who's within there,hoc i 

Enter a Seruingman. 
Tnuite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 
To fuppe with me to morrow Night. Away, 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King, fgueene, Proteclor, Cardinal!, and 
Suffol\e 9 with Eaulkncrs hallowing. 

Queene. Belceue roe Lords/or flying at the Brooke, 
I faw not better fport thefe feuen yeeres day : 
Yet by your leauc,the Winde was very high, 
And ten to one,old loane had not gone out. 

King. But what a point,my Lord,your Faulcon made, 
And what a pytch flieflcw abouethe reft : 
To fee how God in all his Creatures workes, 
Yea Man and Sirds are fayne of climbing high. 

Suff. No marucll,and it like your Maieftie, 
My Lord Protectors Hawkes doe towre fo well, 
They know their Mafter loues to be aloft, 
And beares his thoughts aboue his Faulcons Pitch.' 

GUJi. My Lord/tis but a bafe ignoble minde, 
That mounts no higher then a Bird can fore; 

Card. I 


